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The arena of the conflict seemed elaborately prepaied
bj the hand of nature. The hard, level, sandy "beach,
swept clean and smooth by the ceaseless action of the
tides, stretched out far as the eye could reach in one
long, bold, monotonous line. Like the whole coast of
Flanders and of Holland, it seemed drawn by a geo-
metrical rule, not a cape, cove, or estuary breaking the
perfect straightness of the design. On the right, just
beyond high-water maik, the downs, fantastically heaped
together like a mimic mountain chain, or like tempes-
tuous ocean-waves suddenly changed to sand, rolled wild
and confused, but still in a regularly parallel course
with the line of the beach. They seemed a bariier
thrown up to protect the land from being bitten quite
away by the ever-restless and encroaching sea. Beyond
the downs, which were seven hundred yards in width,
extended a level tract of those green foitile meadows,
artificially drained, which are so characteristic a feature
of the Netherland landscapes, the stream which ran
from Ostend towards the town of Kieuport flowing
sluggishly through them. It was a bright warm mid-
summer day. The waves of the German Ocean came
lazily rolling in upon the crisp yellow sand, the suif
breaking with its monotonous music at the very feet
of the armies. A gentle south-west breeze was blowing,
just filling the sails of more than a thousand ships
in the ofiing, which moved languidly along the spark-
ling sea. It was an atmosphere better befitting a
tranquil holiday than the scene of carnage which
seemed approaching.

Maurice of Nassau, in complete armour, rapier in
hand, with the orange-plumes waving from his helmet
and the orange-scarf across his breast, rode through the
lines, briefly addressing his soldiers with martial energy.
Pointing to the harbour of Nieuport behind them, now
again impassable with the flood, to the ocean on the left
where rode the fleet, carrying with it all hope of escape
by sea, and to the army of the archduke in front, almost
within cannon-range, he simply observed that they had no
possible choice between victory and death. They must
either utterly overthrow the Spanish army, he said, or
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